* The Tartar Embassy *
but he had a clever nose. Though he did not yet wash
as often as Lu Chia could have wished, his ablutions
were far more frequent than they had been during his
first years in China. The Emperor had sent him to Bur-
ma because he had a reporter's eye and could be de-
pended on for a detailed account of the embassy. Lu
Chia found him quite uncultivated. He had no interest
in literature or in antiquities.

Chang Hsien Ch'ung, as he waited on the wharf with
the numerous courtiers who supported him, did not
know all these facts, but he knew some of them. He had
met Lu Chia twenty years before at a literary dinner-
party at Hangchao, and though he had found him af-
fected, now thought it as well to brush up his classical
quotations. Kiluken he had never come across, nor
Marco Polo, but had heard of the first as a barrack-
room swashbuckler and the second as a merchant-tra-
veller turned administrator. When the ambassador's
barge was alongside, he stepped forward and stood with
the ends of his sleeves meeting, his hands concealed.
The three personages aforesaid came ashore at once,
Kiluken, before he did so, cursing one of the Burman
oarsmen and kicking him into the river. This struck
Chang Hsien Ch'ung merely as bad manners, but some
of the attendant courtiers regarded it as an ominous sign.

After the customary exchange of courtesies, in which
Kiluken took little part, Chang Hsien Ch'ung an-
nounced that the King had sent down a number of the
state elephants and expressed the hope that their Ex-
cellencies would mount them and so be carried to the
palace. At this Kiluken said that he never rode ele-
phants and was not going to move off the wharf till his